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5 I % Faires of the Fair. N 


8 N ANNY ! wilt thou ganz with me, 
is Nor ſigh to quit the Haunting town? 
| Can ſilent glens have charms for thee, 
5 he lowly cot, and ruſſet gown ? 
No llonger dreſs in fiken ſheen, 
No longer deck'd with jewels rare, 
: Say, canst thou quit the courtly ſcene, 
Where thou wert faireſt of the fair? 


«Lge 


O Nanny! | when thou'rt far away, © 
Wilt thou not caſt a wiſh behind? © 
Say, canſt thou face each parching ray, 
Nor ſhrink before the wintry Wind? 
O! can that foft and gentle mien ny 
_ Extremes of hardſhips learn to bear 
Nor, ſad, regret each courtly ſcene 
Where thou wert faireſt of the fair? ? 


O Nanny canſt thou love ſo true, 
Through perils keen with me to g0,— 
Or, when thy fwain miſhap ſhall rue, 
Lo ſhare with him the pangs. of woe? 
Say; mould difeace or pain beta” 
2 Witt thou Hume the nurle's care,— 
Nor. wiſttul chole gay {cl nes reca, 
„Wcre. thou wert fairs = fo the hg E 
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And when at laſt thy love ſpall die, "5 k 


Wilt thou receive his parting breath? 
Wilt thou repreſs each ſtruggling figh, 
And cheer with ſmiles the bed of est; 
And wilt thou, o'er his breathleſs clay, + 
Strew flowers, and drop the tender tear, — 
Nor then regret the ſcenes ſo gay, "= 
Where ay wert faireſt of the fair? 2, 
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Roger and Nelly. EM { 


WAS in the prime of Wat time, 
T Quite in the p ug was the weather, 

Young Roger would a wooing go . 
By the conſent of his mother; 

So he was dreſt all in his beſt, * drach 
Quite ſmart without a wrinkle, | 
A ruſty ſword down by his fide, 

Tied.on Win beggar's inkle. 
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Then Roger called: his man John, +805 

Go fetch me out old Dobbin, aal 
Comb out his neck, cock up Nota 

That it may nut hang bobbiiig :: 
With a ſaddle tree bound down with 92 
That is a thing ſo propeerrr 
With a patten ring tied in à ſtring 
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Then "Is to his cheſt would go, 
Straightway for to unlock it, 

Three halfpence of old Iriſh coin, 
He put them in his pocket. 


With the bridle beſt pick'd from the reſt, 


Which he had for a ſtirrup, 
A beſom ſtick he had for a whip, 
With half a yard of cart rope. 


Then Roger roſe and tool the road, 
They took him for a torney, 


With his piſtol long, it was well load, 
For fear he ſhould be robbed, 


And every little while he ſaid, 


Come, mend your pace, old Dobbin ; 1 
Should night o'ercaſt we'll loſe our road, 
Then let us both FP jogging. 


Then Roger to * town did 80. 
His doxy to enquire: | 

Making a rout, he found her out, 
Next door to the town-crier : 


Then he ſaid to his dear Nell, 


Let us in wedlock join: 
But firſt tell me thy fortune, 


Ang then I'll tell thee mine. 
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- l have a box without a top, 
"3. A ſpade without a handle, _ 
A pepper box, an old cart rope, 
And half a farthing candle, : 
A waſbing tub, a pewther diſh, 
A peſtle and a morter, 
A leathern bucket, old and good, 
Will ſerve us years in future. 


Beſides, Fu ſhe, it's kfiown full well, 
[ have great ſtore of linen, 
Full forty yards of hemp and yarn, 
And all of my own {pinning. 
O then, fays Roger, it's well known, 
I've Dobbin in the ſtable, 


F- A pig, a calf, a crown and half, 1 
| A rare old kitchen table. e I 
Beſides, 8 he, I have a house... 


Fetches fifteen-pence a quarter. =_ 
An old bedftead without a head,” 8 | 
And pot to catch your water. 
. Come, ſaid he, my dear ſweet Nell, 
Let us to church be jogging, 2 = 
With all my heart Pl fay, my part. 
Go fetch me out old*Dobbin, © ©» 
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- 4 EZ Sh thin to lac chew did repair, | 


And in wedlock's bands were join'd ; 
When all was o'er to bed they went, 
And now their touls are mae e A 


Bundle of Wants. 


OME, cat ſit you all merry, 
| Pi fing you a ſong of want; 
Pl make you as merry as can be., 
Now my ae, rc to n ſcant. 
9 woman without ever a tongue, 
She never can ſcold very loud, f 
Its just ſuch another ſad want, W300 
When a fidler wants his Geben, LA 


A ſhip without ever a fail. 8 
May be driven the Lord knows whicher; ; 

It's juſt ſuch another fad want. 
As a ſhoemaker n his leather. | 


A man that has got but one wt 1 951 
Will make but a very bad runner: 

And he that's no eyes in his head, 
FU make but a ſorrowful gunner, 
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A bell without ever a clapper, 


But a brewer without any malt, 


A ſoldier RA WAY any. pay, 
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Will make but a forrowful ſound z x: 
And he that's no land of his own, 
Muſt work on another man's ground. 


A woman without ever a alt. 
She bright as a ſtar will appear; 


Will brew us but ATW. beer. e ene 


To fight will be terrible kay s Ps 
And a bed well ſtocked with fleas, | 
Will make a man wonderful buſy. 


A miller without a pair of ſtones, > _- 4.5, 
He is but a forrowful ſoul; i — od 
And if he has no corn to grind, ä 
le need not paged taking of toll," ee 
A man that has got a a bad lo wach, | , = _— 
Will make but a pitiful dinner; 
And he that's no victuals to ea, 
His jaws will grow thinner and thinner,” *— 


| You know that a. diſh of good meat. 


Is the comfort and joy of man's life, _ 1 


But he that's no victuals to eat, 2 
Has no o need to ” pd out his knife, „ 
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1 | ; 8 
A ploughman without e'er a plough, 
1 think he may live at his eaſe ; 
And a dairy without e'er a cow, * 
Will make but bad butter and cheeſe. 
A man that is pitiful poor, 
Has little or nothing to loſe, | 2 
And he that has got ne'er a foot, 
It ſaves him the buying of ſhoes. 


A woman that never bore children, 
Is barren, and ſo much the worſe; 

And he that is quite out of money, 
Can have no need of a purſe. 


I hope there's no one in this place, 1 
Diſpleas'd any way with my ſong, = 
Come buy up my ballads a-pace, I 
And Fll pack up my awls and begone. 


The Spotleſs Maid. VT 
HE ſpotleſs maid is like the blooming roſe, 8 
2 Which on its native ſtem unſully'd grows; 
But if ſome hand the texder alk invades, 
Loſt is its beauty, and its colour fades. 


Whoever leaves a virtuous maid behind, _, 9 
**a0* diltant—Rill he views her in bis mind; 
Meſection tells, that abſence muſt improve, 
dus dear delight of meeting thoſe we love. 
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